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"Hyslop? I haven't the faintest idea. Cuthbert
must know/1
"Of course Cuthbert knows, that is the point."
Sarah saw the point.
"Let us try Who's Who."
There were a number of Hyslops.
"James," said Lisa, "was in the navy, Walter has
a D.S.O., John is a surgeon-Henry, Sir Henry, was
twice mayor of Huddersfield during the Great War."
"That," said Sarah, "takes us no further, An
elusive name, Hyslop."
"It is, I think, a case for Mamachen."
Mamachen enjoyed anything that savoured of a
plot. She liked to contrive and she liked to connive.
At Barnaby these two activities had been denied her.
Lisa decided to confide in her mother-in-law. She
explained the Hyslop situation. The Countess was
delighted. She enjoyed being an accessory before,
after and during a fact.
"I understand," she said, towards the end of
dinner, "that a Mr, Hyslop is coming to stay. Who
is Mr. Hyslop?"
"The Hyslop."
. To Mamachen one Hyslop was the same as another
Hyslop. It was in order to disentangle one Hyslop
from another Hyslop that she had begun the con*
versation,
"You see, I don't know any other Hyslops."